A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.              24.3

fco my banker, informing him that I should be absent some
time, and requesting him to manage everything for my
credit, and then I kissed my still sleeping wife. The morn-
ing light fell upon her soft face. A slight flush melted
away as I gazed upon her, and she opened her eyes, and
smiled. Fever had she looked more beautiful. I would
have given half my fortune to have been permitted to re-
main at Venice in tranquillity and peace.

Bufc doubly sweet is the love that is gained by danger
and guarded by secrecy. All was prepared. We stepped,
perhaps for the last time, into a gondola. The grey sea
was before us; we soon reached the ship. Tita and the
captain were standing at the ladder-head. The moment
that we embarked the sails were set, and a clashing breeze
bore us along out of the gulf. Long ere noon that Venice,
with its towers and cupolas, which I had forfeited so much
to visit, and all those pleasant palaces wherein I could have
lived for 'ever, had faded into the blue horizon.

CHAPTER XVI.

THE ship was an imperial merchant brig. The wife of the
captain was on board; a great convenience for Alceste, who
was without female attendance, and, with the exception of
some clothes which the provident Lausanne had obtained
from Tita's sister, without a wardrobe. But these are light
hardships for love, and the wind was favourable, and the
vessel fleet. We were excellent sailors, and bore the voyage
without inconvenience; and the novelty of the scene and
the beauty of the sea amused and interested us.         *

I imbibed from this voyage a taste for a sea life, which
future wanderings on the waters have only confirmed.
I never find the sea monotonous. The variations of weather,
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